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its dainties! I had no temptation to waste my sub-
stance in riotous living. I had no relish for the
passionate and feverish delights of combat and chase.
It did not seem to be foorth while to pretend that I had,
merely for the sake of being considered robust and
full-blooded. To speak the truth, I did not par-
ticularly care what other people thought of my ex-
periment. It seemed to me that I had deferred to all
that too long; and though I had no wish to break
violently with the world or to set it at defiance, I thought
I flight venture to find a little corner and a little
book, and see the current spin by. It seemed to me, too,
that most of the people who waxed, eloquent about the
normal duties and responsibilities of life chose them
not reluctantly and philosophically, but because, on
the wholet they preferred them, and felt dull without
them ; and I imagined that I had my right to a pre-
ference too, particularly if it was not pursued at the
expense of other people.

Whether or not the choice was wise or foolish will
be seen, or may be inferred. But I do not abjure the
theory. I think and believe that there are a good
many people in the world who pursue lives for which
they are not fitted, and lose all contentment in the
process, simply because they respect conventions too
< much, and have not the courage to break away from
them. Some of the most useful people I know are
people who not only think leasf about being useful,
but are ready to condemn themselves for their desul-
toriness* The people who have time to listen and
to talk, to welcome friends and to sympathise with
them, to enjoy and to help others to enjoy, seem to
me often to do more for the world than the people who